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Really. 


RRR RK 
The words reverberated in his head. As if he'd stood inside a huge bell while he'd said it. That thought almost 
made James break out in laugh for a second. Almost. 
It made no sense. Or maybe it actually did make sense, and James was just too blind, too - what? Too dumb to 
see it? Too chickenshit, whispered a voice inside his head, but he easily ignored it. He was getting pretty damn 


good at this whole denial thing, wasn't he? 


"And a damn good one, too!" 


Then that fucking wink, as if James already knew and they were sharing a secret that only was funny to them. 
Except James didn't know jack shit about jack shit. Or maybe he did, and he was just too blind- 
Nah, not going down that road again. 


James fucking Hetfield did not get afraid. Ever. At least not over something like this. Not over something that 
wasn't physically able to jump up, come at him with teeth and claws and literally tear him to pieces. And even 
the times in his life when he was faced with that, he wasn't really afraid. He'd always shot them the fuck 
down, killed the shit out of them. 


But then again, that was what he was used to dealing with. Physical beings. Animals, seemingly without the 
ability to reason and think like humans. Easy to kill. Easy to not be afraid of. But feelings? Confusion like this? 
What the fuck was that all about? This wasn't grief like after Cliff died. Grief was easy to deal with, especially 
back in the 80's. Drink himself into a stupor, and he was done. No more grieving. Until he woke up the next 
morning of course, hungover and fucked up and hurting, and ready to start drinking all over again. And so the 


circle went, until the pain lessened. 

Joy was easy, too. Fuck, who couldn't handle being fucking happy? Love? Heartache? Well.. slightly tough one, 
but once again it seemed booze was able to cure the toughest of pains. And even the pain of withdrawal, the 
pain of desperately wanting that drink, that one fucking drink, and not getting it, was nothing compared to this. 
That had also faded in time, faded as the days in rehab passed him by, one by one. 

But this was new. 

Brand fucking new. 

He couldn't stop thinking about it, even when he didn't want to be thinking about it anymore, even when he was 
trying to think about something else, even when he was playing or eating or writing or anything. He didn't 
wanna think about it anymore. He didn't really wanna think about anything anymore. And yet.. So fucking many 
questions. 


"Dude, you are such a fucking cocksucker!" 


He was joking. He had to be. And James had simply just been gone too long, so long that he didn't really 


remember how to joke, right? And it was just alien to his ears. 
"Dude, you are such a fucking cocksucker!" he'd said, smacking Kirk upside the head and ruffling his curls. 
And Kirk had.. 


Kirk had.. 


"And a damn good one, too!" 


And a damn good one, too. 


Was he telling the truth? Was he actually saying that.. Well. That he was a fag? No. Because fags don't do 
metal. Fags don't play the fucking guitar and fucking rock like Metallica did. No fags in Metallica. Not now, not 


ever. 

‘Liar’ came the little voice inside his head. 

Kirk has never been the only fag in Metallica, and you know it! 

James mentally punched his inner voice in the guts and gritted his teeth. 

Well, what if Kirk was a fag? Then what? Would anything change? He'd still be the same Kirk as before, right? 
It wasn't exactly like he'd just woken up one morning and said to himself "Well, gosh darn, | think I've suddenly 
become a big-ass flamin fag!" right? Then again, knowing Kirk's slightly... off.. ways, it wasn't a complete 
impossibility. 


No. No. James shook his head. 


Of course not. Nobody, even someone as flaky as Kirk, just woke up and became a fag. Nobody just woke up 


and became.. 

James swallowed. 

„gay. 

‘What's that say about you?" 

James willed the voice to shut up. He wasn't a fag. He fucked girls. Lots of them. He probably had a world 
record of fucking girls. Well, maybe next after Gene Simmons. But he was pretty sure he'd gotten more pussy 
than your average porn star. 

Liar.. 

"And a damn good one, too!" 

Was there someone out there who could confirm that? Of course there was, gays weren't monks, and God 
knows Kirk wasn't - fag or not. Had he sucked a lot of cock? Had he fucking sucked cock while on tour? 


Brought some.. guy - and James shuddered at the thought - up to his hotel room and fucking sucked his cock, 
and then met up with the rest of the band afterwards, pretending like nothing had happened, and gone on stage 


with them? 

Was any of it true? 

‘You want it to be: 

Shut the fuck up. 

‘You're gay.’ 

Shut. up. 

‘Homo: 

For fuck's sake, now his mind was fucking talking back at the voice inside his head! Well, at least he had an 
excuse to beat Kirk to a bloody pulp without seeming like the biggest homophobe on fucking planet earth; he'd 
blame it on Kirk driving him crazy. 

‘You would never touch him: 

Sure, he would. He'd beat up Jason, right? 

‘You weren't in love with Jason: 

That was it! James climbed to his feet and started walking hurriedly, not even sure where he was headed. The 
cliff didn't leave much room for walking, and he soon found himself doing a 180 turn and ending up back where 
he had started. He drove up there to be alone, to get away from the guys for a little while - but damnit, this 
was starting to get fucking annoying. 

He'd never been a fag, and he wasn't one now. Girls turned him on. He didn't need Kirk. Kirk was just joking. Kirk 
didn't suck cock, and if he did, James certainly didn't want him to suck As, and there was no fucking way 
James, the almighty James fucking Hetfield, was a fucking fag! Fags liked pink shit and musicals and sappy 
movies and behaved like fucking pussies and pansies! Fags fell in love with other guys, other fags! James 
fucking Hetfield did not! 

He wasn't.. he wasn't. 

And then James crumbled, slipping to the ground, absently noting that his bottom lip was quivering and his 


hands were shaking and his heart beating like a fucking jackhammer in his chest. Other words wormed their 
way into his thoughts, like snakes. 


Dirty. 


Filthy. 

Sin 

Wrong. 

Disgusting. 

Sick 

He wasn't any of it, he thought, and this was an old feeling. An old memory. Hidden behind years of playing, 
years where he'd met an annoying Danish fucktard, years of songwriting, years of sex, years of being in 
fucking Metallica, years of drinking and puking, years of grief, years of happiness, years of anger, years of 
every fucking feeling under the sun apart from this one. 

l'm not. 

I'm not disgusting. 

Yes, you are, and the voice inside his head had changed now, to a very familiar one. 

No. No person would talk like this to their own flesh and blood, to their own son. 

And yet. 

No more. Never more. The tears threatened to spill, but James held them in, struggling to calm his shaky 
breath and staring hard at the ground. Boys didn't cry. Pussies cried. Fucking fags cried. James Hetfield most 
certainly didn’t. 

How long is he supposed to hold you? To control you? 

Just let go. 

Just. Let. Go. 

And James closed his eyes as one, lone tear trickled down his cheek. 

It made a trail on his slightly dusty skin, barely glinting in the sunlight, before it disappeared in the thin wisp of 
beard that ran along his jaw. And nothing more happened. No dark shadows jumped out of the bushes to call 
him weak, no bogeymen attacked him and tore his soul apart, calling him names. His eyes remained closed, but 


not more tears fell. And deep within himself, he knew no more tears would ever fall. Not over this. And not 


over his past. Not ever again 


He didn't know how long he sat there, but the sun was still shining brightly when he got up, knees stiff and 
back sore. Stretching and hearing his joints pop and crack, he felt a bit better, and then - with a start - 
realized that he felt better inside was well. And thank the fucking Gods, no fucking voice inside his head 


anymore. 


Getting into his car, he started up the engine and drove down the little dirt trail, towards the main road. A 
grin slowly started to creep up on him. He really did feel better. Amazingly enough. He knew he had to talk to 
Kirk and Lars. The way he'd backpedaled out of the room, not looking back, just hearing Lars’ confused Danish 
blabber of "James? For helvede da, mann!" The guys had to be pretty pissed at him, or at least fucking 
confused. He especially needed to talk to Kirk. Set things straight, so to speak. And damn, if that thought didn't 


bring out the grin in full force? 


And as he sped down the main road, he flipped up his middle finger in an ‘eat-shit-and-die' salute to his past. 
No fucking way was he gonna fucking back down from this. He was too stubborn Mighty Hetfield and all. And 
he filled his lungs with air and shouted a big, heartfelt Fuck You to everything and everyone that had ever 
hurt him and made him feel like he fucking wasn't supposed to be there at all. He didn't give a shit. Not now. 
He had to talk to Kirk first. 


He was really curious to find out if he was telling the truth. 


-end- 


